ROSEL : If you'll let me have that now, 1?I! get
off; it's the only time I've got to see him.
JIM : Oh,yes; certainly. I'll just write it for you,

(He goes to a desk and proceeds to write.}
[The   door  suddenly   bursts   open   and   FREDA

runs in.

FREDA : Oh5 Fin sorry.
JIM : We're busy, dear.
ROSEL : Hullo !

FREDA : Ohs how d'you do, Mr. Rosel ?
ROSEL : 1 believe you're getting taller,
FREDA ;   Oh?   please   don't   say   that.   Look.
Father's just treated me to a pair of shoes.
ROSEL : I say.
JIM : Run away, dear.

FREDA :  I'll leave  the  change  here.   (Putting

down some silver. In a whisper to Rosel)  Lovely

silver shoes with silver buckles and very,, very

inexpensive.

ROSEL : 1 say,, you are a clever young lady i

FREDA : I anij aren't I ? I must go now? or
father will be wild.
[She slips of.

BARGALDINE  is still  writing.   ROSEL saunters
over and looks at the change that FREDA has left,
then he looks around the room, waiting.
JIM (finishing) : Here you are.

ROSEL : Good. (He reads it over.) That's quite in
order. Right-ho, Barcaldine. That's all I want.
Perhaps it'll be a better year. A bit more
briskness in keeping our eyes on the estate
market is what we want.
JIM : Yes.
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